
Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



A WAYSIDE POOL 



139 



bodily ear, the verse of the poet and the 
score of the musician alike is the expres- 
sion in physical terms. And, as the 
vehicle is something less than the thing 
conveyed, Keats is moved to sing 

"Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard 
Are sweeter; therefore, ye soft pipes, play on 
Not to the sensual ear, but more endeared 
Pipe to the spirit ditties without tone." 

Listen, learn to listen to the voice 
within. For, there is a music none 



but you can hear. Its rhythm is the 
throb of life; its instrument your heart, 
upon whose vibrant strings spring breezes, 
torrid summer blast, wild autumn gale, 
chill winter wind, in turn, play the song 
of the seasons. Now tender thought, 
now melancholy plaint, now strident 
discord, passion's storm, the trembling 
strings proclaim. And at the last a 
pain, a sigh, a tear; a sad farewell, 
forgetfulness, and rest. 
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A shallow goblet that the Rain 
Left in her flight across the grass . . . 
The sun has brimmed it with pale gold 
For all the vagabonds that pass. 

A bird dips to it in its flight, 
The small clouds hover for a share, 
While all day long above it bend 
The hot wings of the thirsty air. 

At last the gypsy Dusk kneels there 
And drains it of its last bright gleam — 
But Night will tilt the flagon moon 
And fill it with a silver dream! 



